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twelve mixtures and twenty elysters. It is no
wonder if I am not a well tbi J mm^ ag ^ ^
previous month. I will speat to IVIonsieur Purgon
about it, BO that lie can ptlt_ ^ matter ^
Come, take an this away. Nobody comes; ft is
no use my taking they alw         jjve me al

there is no getting them to sta bere (He ri ft
bell to call his servants.) They ^o not hear, and my
bell does not make sufficient noise. TinkL tinkle,
tinkle: all to no purpose Tickle, tinkle/tinkle:
they are deaf. Toinette! Tickle, tinkle, tinkle:
just as though I had not run- at- alL You ^etched
jade! Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle r I shall go mad.
(He does not ring again, but he scouts.) Tinkle, tinkle,
tinkle: devil take you, you bag-ga^e ! Is it possible
they can leave a poor invalid, all alone like this?
Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle: how miserable it is! Tinkle,
tinkle, tinkle: ah Good Heavens ! they will leave
me here to die. Tinkle, tinlcle, tinkle.

SCENE II
TOINETTE,

Toi. (coming into the room). I ara

AUG. Ah ! you jade., you slut fc            T

TOL (pretending to have knocked Her" head).   Deuce take

your impatience !    You hurry people so much, that

I have  bashed my head against the corner of a

shutter.

ABG. (angrily). Ah, you baggage   .      ,. J
Toi. (interrupting him and preventing ium from scolding,

continues to grumble, saying).
ARC. It is an ...
Toi. Ah!

ABS. It is an hour . . .
Toi. Ah!